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Chapter | 
Author's Notes: 


First time writing anything for this band, so | really hope everyone enjoys it and that | filled your request how 
you wanted! 

It started with a sneeze. 

Well, in Mark's mind, it started with a series of sneezes that had the potential to shake the Earth's core, not 
to mention the tour bus they were on. He watched as Myles grabbed another tissue from the box that 


seemed to be permanently attached to him recently as he sneezed again 


"Dude you know if this so called cold of yours doesn't get any better we can postpone one of the shows. 
You're beginning to look a litle like you just crawled your way outta hell." 


Myles snorted which lead into a coughing fit, and when he finally managed to calm down he said, "I'm fine. How 


hard can it be for me fight off a tiny cold! Besides we can't postpone the show, it would throw the whole tour 
off schedule!" 


At the exasperated look Mark shot him, Myles sighed and walked over to the guitarist and curled up against 
him. "Listen, if it's bothering you this much, then after the show I'll take it easy and let you give me as much 
TLC as you like." he said with a smirk. 


Mark chuckled and leaned down to kiss Myles on the cheek, "Fine. I'll be keeping a close eye on you until after 
the show though, whether you like it or not" he said sternly as he ruffled his hair affectionately. 


Myles laughed and Mark did his best not to get up and search through the tour bus for every ounce of 
medicine they had and force it on him as his laughter triggered another coughing fit. "I'm.l'm fine." he said as 
he struggled to catch his breath after his coughing ceased, "I got this." 


Later that day, Mark was sure Myles had never been more wrong. 


They had reached the hotel without any problem, and it really did seem that Myles had his cold under control. 
He was a little sluggish, but his coughing slowed and his breathing seemed much better. With Myles’ 
appearance the rest of the band decided to take a break for an hour or two to give him a chance to rest, 


even if they had to tie him to his bed to get him to do so. 


"Myles," Mark said with thinly veiled annoyance, as he lay beside him with his arms wrapped tightly around 
him to keep him from getting up. "You are sick You need to rest. You refuse to postpone the show, so you're 


going to at least get some sleep before we perform tonight!" 


Myles glared at him before sighing and flopping back on the bed, and he must have been sicker than he 
thought, because no more words were heard from the singer, as he almost instantly fell asleep as soon as his 


head hit the pillow. 


The guitarist watched as Myles slept fitfully for the next few hours, his breath coming in harsh pants. Mark 
looked over at clock and regretfully knew that he had to wake Myles up. He cupped Myles' cheek, and frowned 
when he realized how warm it was. Mark gently shook him awake and his worry increased when he heard the 


scratchy voice speaking to him. 


"Is it time to leave already?" Myles asked, his voice sounding like he had been gargling with steel wool. He freed 


himself from Mark's embrace and tried to stand, "Just let me." 


Mark doesn't think he had moved that fast in his life as he caught Myles as he fell back onto the bed. He 
watched as Myles opened his mouth to speak and Mark just shook his head, "No, you do not get to tell me 


you're fine after this one!" 


"I just stumbled!" Myles sighed and tried to stand again, this time more successfully. "You know | hate 
disappointing the fans. Remember that time you had food poisoning and you still went out and played a full set, 


even though you spent the entire day living in our bathroom?" 


Mark nodded, "Yeah | remember, but this isn't anything like that! You need to rest!" He hated seeing Myles’ look 
as miserable as he did at that point. If he could, he would gladly take the cold off Myles’ hands, if for no other 


reason than just to see him look alive again. 


"| need to perform." Myles said calmly. "Besides, | told you after the show, I'll rest as much as you want, all 
right?" 


Mark knew when he had lost the battle, and while he hated to do it, he agreed. "All right." 


The concert went on as planned and Mark was wishing more and more that he hadn't agreed to perform that 
night as it seemed that almost during every solo Myles had to run off backstage and the longer the concert 
went on, the longer they had to make their solos last to give Myles time to come back. Mark could have 
jumped for joy when they began to play Open Your Eyes, knowing that once they finished this song, Myles 


could get the rest and medicine he needed. 


As soon the final chords were played and they took their bows, Myles rushed off stage with Mark not far 
behind him. He could hear the retching coming from one of the bathrooms and instantly burst into the room. 
He waited until Myles had caught his breath before helping him stand. He lightly touched Myles‘ face and could 
feel the heat radiating off of the other man. Brian and Scott had rushed over to help take him back to the 
bus, and were barely able to jump out of the way when Myles’ dinner decided to make a reappearance, but 
through it all, he didn't seem to show signs of being awake. It seemed like his cold had finally drained him of 
the last of his energy. 


When Myles awoke a few hours later, his entire body ached, and not in the usually pleasant way it did when he 
and Mark were together, but in the where's-the-bus-that-hit-me kind of way. He blinked his eyes open slowly 
and realized he was back in his hotel room, buried under blankets, and a cool cloth on his head. He heard the 


door unlock and the room's missing occupant entered, carrying of all things, what looked like a bowl of soup. 
"| guess this is the part where you say | told you so right?" 


Mark just glared at him, and set down the food before coming to lay beside him. "While | would love to, | think 
you looking like shit says it enough." Mark sighed before speaking again, "Do you have any idea how worried | 
was? You'd passed out backstage and your skin was on fire. You had me scared to death! We had a doctor 
come by while you were asleep. Apparently, your so called cold was really the beginning stages of the flu and 
you really kicked it into overdrive by doing the concert" He leaned down over Myles and kissed him softly, 


"Don't you ever scare me like that again” 


es nodded, noT knowing what To say since he had known he'd really overdone iT. "I'm sorry. I'll Try noT To 
Myles nodded, not knowing what to say he had known he'd really overdone it. "I y. lll try not t 
push myself so hard next time" At Mark's glare he tried again, "I won't push myself so hard next time?" The 
glare softened and a smile replaced it, which made Myles start to chuckle. 


"Good, cause | don't think the guys were too happy about you puking on them either." 


Myles groaned, "Great. They're gonna give me hell about that for days!" He paused for a second as he 


remembered something, "Hey Mark?" 
"Yeah babe? You need somethin?" 


A sly smile made it's way on to Myles' face, well as sly as one could get red faced and surrounded by tissues, 


"Where's all that TLC you promised me after the show?" 


Mark thought it over for a second, "Well | do remember something along those lines. You think you're up for 


it?" 
Myles grinned, "When am | not?" 


Mark grabbed the bowl of soup and and a spoon out of the bag, holding out a spoonful of the steaming soup, 
Mark grinned again. "Looks like you're getting dinner in bed then. Open wide!" 


Mark ignored the slight pout on Myles’ face. He deserved it after he scared him so badly. He could always 
think about making it up to him later. 


